MRS. X. : Bow delightful ! 1 wish \vc could be

assured of receiving the same. . . . Flo t>ar3 what
have vou done with poor Mr, Tremayne after
sootling Ills appeiite with your . . . patients ?

FLORENCE : 1 don't know. Where did he go,
Selma ?

SELIXA : He said something about writing
letters.

MRS. N.   (reproacfjulh'i : Really, darling. He's

your father's guest, you know. And yon were
supposed to be entertaining him.

FLORENCE : . . . I think I was. Very much. He
seemed to think it all rather a joke.

NIGHTINGALE (getting up] : I'm not altogether
surprised at that. . .".1 think I'll go and get him

a little refreshment.

MRS. N. : I think we might all have a little
refreshment. Ii5s tea-time.

[General movement.

PALMERSTON : Not for me. I'll stay here if I
may.

[IVIRS.   NIGHTINGALE  leads   her parly  into   the
home.

FLORENCE remains.

FLORENCE : I'm In disgrace. May I stay with
you. Lord Palmerston ?

PALMERSTON : Fm flattered.
FLORENCE : I want to ask your advice.

PALMERSTON : I am more flattered. What
about ?

FLORENCE : Myself.

PALMERSTON : Pelion upon Ossa ! Command
me.
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